Claire dared not move. She rubbed the back of her
neck with a circular movement against the collar.
She seemed surprised by the lightness of the fabric
on her body. Francois thought about his own mar-
riage, smiling fatuously. Juliette and he had already
bought a few pieces of furniture. They both of them
had a weakness for dark polished wood. The items
were country-made, ornamented with rustic scrolls,
and brass fittings as thin as dagger-blades. The com-
pensation which he had received for an accident was
all spent on these Saturday purchases. A road-hog in
a car had knocked him down, and one of the wheels
had crushed his right leg. It was still blue and un-
pleasant-looking, and he had got into the habit of
going to bed before Juliette so that she shouldn't see it,
especially since it had become thinner than its fellow.
He suffered a good deal from it, but dared not report
to the doctors for examination, because he wanted to
make the most of his increasing incapacity, his "dis-
ability". One thing is certain, I can't run any more.

One day, he had dashed in pursuit of a motor-bus.
Juliette was making signs to him from the rear plat-
form, and he wanted to catch up with it. He had
fallen, and then scrambled to his feet, and, with arms
hanging motionless, had watched the bus make off.
An old lady had helped him to the farther pavement.

"My son, too, has been wounded. Ah! that horrible
hido-China!"

Francois had made no answer. He had been twenty
in '43, and had had a bad attack of pleurisy. It had
been a happy thought of his to lie sun-bathing in the
garden, on a bank of rain-soaked grass, on a March
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